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Satire should, like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacue. 


‘ Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political history. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—Croker’s New Wuic Guipe. 
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THE MODERN CANUTE. himself. Unfortunately, however, he was one day persuaded 

Every one who is at all conversant with the early history of that the waves of Reform might be stilled, if he would only 
his country must be well acquainted with the story of Canute, command them to become tranquil, and under the insidious ad- 
who, being flattered by a set of besotted courtiers, placed him- vice of some designing courtiers, who had their own purposes 
self on the sea shore and commanded the waves to advance no | tg serve, the unfortunate monarch ventured duwn from the rock, 
farther, lest they should wet the robe or even the feet of their and taking his seat on the sand, undertook in an evil hour to bid 
noverelgn. back the waves of reform, which at the moment chanced to be 
running higher and in a more rapid current than ever. Nosooner 
had he committed this impious act than the tempest began to 
rage, the Aillows(billers) arose, and had he remained in his atti- 
tude of defiance a few moments longer, the weak sand must have 
been deluged, and the fragile throne overturned on which he 
| Was sitting. Fortunately he saw his folly, and for the safety 
| of his seat rushed hastily back in confusion to the rock of 
| popular affection he had so madly resigned, and he has since 


been vainly endeavouring to recover the elevated place upon it 


Our readers will see the moral and point of the following 
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| he formerly occupied. 
Our caricature represents King William in the character of 
Canute, bidding back the waves of Reform, while Wellington, 
Lyndhurst,and others, are endeavouring to persuade the foolish 


old man, that he has only to say the word and that the rolling 





feeble command of the deluded monarch. 


In this situation was the King placed a week or two since, 


HISTORY OF THE MODERN CANUTE. 
A certain King, who had been for some time the object of 
his subjects’ regard, had reposed during the early part of his | by the blindness of his courtiers; he was actually duped into 
the supposition, that he could still continue to retain his 


} 
| waters will cease their impetuous course, and retire at the 
| 


reign, on a rock formed by the affections of his people. ‘The 
position in the face of the tremendous sea that was raging at 
‘¢ > a° > 2 " = ° on ° . * - . . . . . . 

rapidity towards him, but without in the smallest degree en- | his feet, and which in a little time must have rushed in, and 


| 
‘ 
dangering the situation in which he stood, rendered firm by the | overturned the throne on which he was supinely reposing. How 


waves of Reform began soon afterwards to rush with great 


strength of the foundation on which he had judiciously placed | differently must he now be leoked on by his people; he 
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might have reclined in safety on the rock of their affections, 
but how contemptible does a king appear, who, surrounded by 
a set of imbecile flatterers, is compelled to run away as it were 
from the mighty power he for a moment had defied, and who 
instead of receiving reform in friendship, is compelled unwil- 
lingly to accept it, that he may not be completely destroyed 
by its overwhelming influence. 

What a most ridiculous figure does old William cut, in the 
sketch made by Seymour, our inapproachable artist.—There 
sits the unhappy dupe, with a face expressing mingled fear and 
defiance, while his right arm extends a sceptre, with which he 
seems endeavouring to keep back the waves of popular feeling, 
but how insignificant is the strength of the former in compari- 
son with the irresistible dominion of the latter. There, too, 
stands the fallen Wellington urging on his weak and deceived 
old master, while Cumberland in evident alarm is looking with 
Lyndhurst 
in the back ground seems half disposed to sneak off, while the 
other figure looks on with equal timidity. Borne on the top of 
the waves are seen the heads of Brougham and Grey, who are 
being carried back to their Sovereign triumphantly on the 
agitated billows. 

Every one knows the result. 


savage fear at the progress of the political ocean. 


William the Fourth, for the 
safety of his throne, was compelled to receive them again, and 
to retire with disgrace from the position in which he had so 
madly placed himself. 


-_-_-——— a eS 


THE INTERPRETER. 


4 Lord, Beastly Drunk. 

Lord Ellenborough said he was disposed to discuss the Bill with the 
utmost fairness ; but, if he were prevented from doing so, he would tell 
noble lords it should not pass for six months.—Paurliamentary Report. 

The above is an amusing specimen of Tory insolence, and 
shows to what asses the Anti-Reformers degrade themselves 
when driven to despair, and grown hopeless of their factious 
opposition. Does this silly Ellenborough suppose that it is in 
his power to retard the bill for six months, or that his 
threats can have the slightest effect on the conduct of the 
ministers. Why the poor fool might as well have said at once 
it should not pass at all, for he has as much chance of being 
able to carry into execution the one threat as the other. By 


the bye, we were too late to notice last week, the beastly con- | 


duct of a certain Tory Lord, who, it issaid, came fresh from 
a dinner at the Freemason’s Tavern, and ina state of furious 
drunkenness, assailed the Premier in such coarse terms, as to 
call a rebuke even from his Royal Highness of Cumberland. 
A poor man would have been fined 5s, and have been perhaps 
sent to prison as well, for thus making a beast of himself; then 


what punishment is due to a filthy fellow, who sunk in liquor | 


even lower than he is by nature, dares to enter the House of | 


Lords, to oppose in a state of blackguard intoxication, the 
rights of the people? Does he imaginge that his conduct in 
insulting and impeding ministers, is more in character when it 
proceeds from a drunken man? We grant it may be, but to 
what a state have the Tories fallen, if inebriety is the best ex- 
cuse that can be offered for their behaviour in Parliament. We 
will not mention the name of the most noble sot, lest :we might 
be guilty of libel ; every one knows the illustrious lord, who, 
at a religious dinner last week, ‘ put an enemy into his mouth,” 
which would have “stolen away his brains,” had it not hap- 
pened that in that respect, his illustrious caput is a vacuum, 
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The Queen insulted. 


It gives us great regret to learn that the Queen experiences almost 
daily insult from the populace. At the Ancient Music her Majesty was 
grossly insulted.—Court Journal. 


The regret of the Court Journal at her Majesty being in- 
sulted, is prettily pathetic, but we must confess we do not 
participate in the Editor’s dolor. A good wholesome hiss 
now and then from the populace may be necessary to let Ade- 
laide know the state of public feeling regarding her late 
conduct, and so long as no recourse is had to the unmanly 
practice of pelting the royal equipage or person, we really 
think the administering to the Queen an occasional hearty groan 
may be productive of infinite benefit. We believe that a person 
has as much right to hoot royalty as to applaud it, and as their 
Majesties were wont to court the huzzas of the people asa 
luxury, a good stout yell may now be prescribed by way of 
an antidote. When Adelaide first became Queen Consort of 
England, she had recourse to all sorts of pretty little tricks 
for gaining popularity. She used to single out old women in 
the crowd, walk to church unattended, lavish her smiles on 
scavengers, and in fact, she had a most happy knack of doing 
the urbane towards the populace. We should at all times 
have blamed the most humble of our countrymen for their 
base adoration of a foreign woman, but since they have onee 
lent their lungs to swell the slavish shout of reverence before a 
royal puppet—since they have condescended to give their 
valuable breath for worthless smiles and bows, let them now. 
if they will, show that degraded idolatry is not the only feeling 
of which they are capable. However, perhaps contempt is the 
most dignified way of showing disapprobation, and to leave 
them unnoticed is assuredly the best way of proving the worth- 
lessness of the outward pomps of royalty. 


ENGLISH MELODIES, NO. &, 





All our readers are familiar with the beautiful lines put by 
Cowper into the mouth of Alexander Selkirk during his solitary 
abode in the island of Juan Fernandez. However horrible 
mav have been the situation of that wretched man the Duke of 
Wellington’s place must have been equally apalling. Thrown 
by the sea of politics on the rock of government, out of the 
reach of all help, he found himself Prime Minister of England, 
without a single associate in his solitary Administration. We 
are rather late with the following melody, but it is so pecu- 
liarly descriptive of the Duke’s feelings on the occasion that we 
cannot forbear printing it. 


VERSES 
Supposed to have been written by Antuur, Duke or Weurincron, during 
his late solitary visit to Downing-Street. 


Tam master of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute, 
All the cormorants feeding on pay ; 
Yes, Pm Lord of each time-serving brute. 
Oh Premiership ! where are the charms 
I formerly saw in thy face? 
Better herd with the underling swarms, 
Than alone in my horrible place, 


Iam out of humanity’s reach, 
I must make up my council alone ; 
I am taxed by my foes in each speech, 
And they cough at the sound of my own. 
The clerks that loll over the desks, 
My form with indifference see ; 
The supplies will, they know, meet with checks, 
Ob! their apatby’s shocking to me. 
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Ye liberals,—aye, even more, 
Whigs, Radicals, either or both, 
Oh, had I ne’er ratted before, 
To join you I'd be nothing loth. 
My errors I then might atone, 
by supporting the Bice with all zeal, 
Though taunted with Winchelsea’s groan, 
Or jeered by the sallies of Peel. 


Ye Tories that once gave support, 
Convey tothe Treasury door, 

Some subs, who've been properly taught, 
To truckle to me as before, 

Old friends—will not one of you lend 
Your conscience again unto me, 

Iu allegiance before me to bend, 
Am I never another tu see? 


But Grey has come back to his place, 
And Brougham’s once more in the chair, 
While I, broken down with disgrace, 
Unto Apsley in dudgeon repair. 
But pity I know there will be, 
Yes, pity, (encouraging thought), 
Must I’m sure be extended to me, 
So Pll e’en be content with my lot. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO 7. 


ee 


The other day the Duke of Gloucester was rusticating about 
the neighbourhood of Richmond, and with his usual curiosity, 
was asking the names of the different blossoms on the trees 
as he passed them. Perceiving some hops that were growing 
he said, it was easy to perceive the nature of the plant “ for” 
observed Silly Billy, “ every body knows that hops are nothing 
more than dittle balls.” 

The Duke has lately taken a liking to science, and has 
received some instruction in natural philosophy. His unso- 
phisticatedness is however at present a great bar to his advance- 
ment, as the following example will testify. Having been told 
that all elements were simple bodies, his Royal Highness hastily 
replied, that ‘* he must himself be an element, for every one 
agreed in calling him a simple body.” 








BREVITIES. 


_-_— 


‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.”’—Shakspeare. 





Derry Down. 
Lord Grey said a severe thing the other night on one of 
Lord Loudonderry’s motions, the noble earl, declaring it to be 
‘‘a motion of a very irregular character.” 


Without leave. 

Lord Wynford in speaking of his own conduct said, that 
‘as to its merits he should leave the house to determine.” 
Were he to determine to leave the house there could be no 
doubt of the propriety of his behaviour. 


The hope of Eur-ope. 
The John Bull declares that the Duke of Wellington is the 
last hope of the country. Certainly England must be without 
every other hope, when she looks to him for benefit. 


A sharp Epigram. 
Sugden is quick, they say, but Lyndhurst’s quicker, 
A point on which I’m not disposed to bicker : 
Nor at the inference am I a carper, 
If Sugden’s sharp, Lyndhurst must be a sharper. 
Tory shuffling. 


The anti-reformers seldom loose sight of the odd trick, 


though in a late instance they have come off without the 
honours. 


| 
| 
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Epigram. 

Oh! who could dream of such a thing ! 
That Lyndhurst would be prone, 
To keep the conscience of the king— 
He could not keep his own. | 


To guard the royal conscience though, 
’ ; . 
Ihe trouble’s very small, 
For many a modern king I] know 
. : 5 > 
No conscience has at all. 


Tli-humoured illumers. 

Since his Majesty has betrayed his insincerity on the subject 
of reform, he has lost much of his people’s love. The other 
night on the occasion of his birth-day being kept, the 24/-humour 
of the nation was shewn in the dulness of the illumination. 


A heavy matter. 

His Majesty’s initials were on Monday night represented in 
some places by lamps. This was making light of the royal 
pame with a vengeance. 

Reasonable not Treasonable. 

The Marquess of Londonderry in making a tirade against 
the speech of Mr. Larkin, declared he should always hate 
treason. Many members who heard him, being conversant 
with his character, understood him to say he should always 
hate reason. 


Quite clear. 
Among the various iiluminations on Monday, were several 
transparencies of the King and Queen. It is not the first time 
we have been able to see through their Majesties. 


Very Barber-ous. 
Sir Edward Sugden has been lately quarrelling with his son, 
and now refuses to hold communication with him. ‘The worthy 
knight is at his old trade of heir-cutting. 





THEATRICALS. 


Having read a paragraph in the Times respecting a new 
theatre lately erected at Westminster, which the leading 
journal declared to be a sign of the enlightened spirit of the 
age, we were tempted to pay a visit to Tothill-street, which is 
the elegant part of the town in which the new theatre is 
situated. Having forced our way through a passage of some 
yards in length, and about nine inches in breadth, we found 
ourselves in the interior of what had originally been a work- 
shop, but what now bears some resemblance to a provincia! 
theatre. We perceived by what we heard that we had pounced 
upon Rob Roy, and came just in time to see the M‘Gregor 
surrender to a dirty faced, filthy stockinged, thread-bare 
coated, and unarmed supernumerary who was intended to repre- 
sent the military. The unhappy animal took his prisoner with 
the most liberal apathy, for he seemed positively determined 
not to act, so little did he appear to enter into the spirit of the 
performance. Hob Roy was personated by the manager, a 
Mr. Davenport, whom we congratulate on being in good fleshy 
condition, for he will be able to bear up against the starvation 
that we fear must result from his ghastly and truly hopeless 
speculation. He is a man of about 20 stone, with lungs en 
suite, and a face of alarming fatness, which he screws into 
the most distorted shapes, presenting a series of grimaces 
equally unmeaning and horrible. Helen M‘Gregor was repre- 
sented by Mrs. Davenport, the manageress, a Jady of appa- 
rently about 50, and in that state of happy obesity which we 
fear, in the course of the season must be considerably dimi- 
nished, A Mr, Bartlett from the Haymarket, where he used 
to act in the capacity of about a ninth rater, seems to have 
identified himself with the wretched Westminster theatre, for 
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the sake of strutting about as a light comedian in dirty white 
feathers and soiled buckskin inexpressibles. He played Rash- 
leigh Osbaldistone, and introduced a song which was listened 
to impatiently even by a Tothill-street t audience. We really 
pity him, for when a quiet deliverer of messages on the Hay- 
market boards, he was safe from our censure; but now that 
ambition has induced him to assume spangled coats and to 
spout sentiment, he must expect at our hands the lashing to 
which his temerity entitles him. Of Diana Vernon we shall 
say nothing, for we cannot say any thing severe upon thesoft sex, 
and the softness of the young lady who lisped forth the 
language of that character was too apparent to leave a doubt 
her being entitled to that license which is observed in 
setween the pieces 
right down cockney 


of 
similar cases by the considerate critic. 
a fellow with a German name, but a 
cut and countenance, agitated the strings of a cracked 
cremona, in a manner which for discordance we never 
heard equalled. This in the bills was called playing a 
Fantasia, but such a thorough cat-gut seraper (as the god’s 
never ventured to handle a bow, or to trifle 
The dispenser of ginger 
beer rushed from the saloon into the boxes, at every pause in 
the man’s performance, and set the example of a vigorous clap, 
which was taken up by the house rather reluctantly. A Miss 
Cooke danced a kind of pas seul, which elicited the rapture 
of the gallery, and she gratefully gave some very bewitching 
glances towards that exalted quarter. Indeed, one of her 

fascinating leers, took so well with a sweep in the « ‘entre, that 
the sooty wretch insisted on an encore, and would not be con- 
tent till his demand was satisfied. The Illustrious Stranger 
wound up the entertainments(?) but really so melane holy, 
so appalling a spectacle never was exhibited. To mark the 
attempts on the part of the performers to be funny, was a sorry 
pastime. The poor creatures were evidently counting the 
house, and engaged in calculating the deficie ncy that must 
occur in their week’s salary. The resolute despair marked in 
the sturdy gaze of the supernumerary was terrific. His eye 
rolled from the gallery to the pit, and thence to the boxes, as 
if poor wretch, he knew his miserable stipend would not be 
forthcoming. A Mr. Dodd who performed the part of Bow- 
Hell, seems to have a little humour; but he has a share in the 
concern, and how poor man can he be expected to be funny in 
presence of a ten and sixpenny audience. But let us close the 
mournful picture, and speak a word of the company before the 
curtain. Gin was abundant in the boxes, and plentiful in the 
pit, while filthy beer in stone bottles was continually being 
used to whet the whistles of the gallery. We trust the Times 
reporter will go and see before he again ventures an opinion on 
this elegant establishment. If he has been there already, and 


forcibly have it) 
with a set of untuned fiddle strings. 


calls what we have spoken of a sign of the enlightened state of 


the age, he will perhaps console us for having been, while lean- 
ing over a box, spat upon by a juvenile vagrant in the gallery, 
he will, we say, console us probably for this beastly insult, by 
telling us it was only the exuberance of youthful gaicty. 

The Strand Theatre has late ly experienced a change of ma- 
nagement, which we do not doubt will prove an alteration for 
the better. Under Mr. Rayner’s direction, we have had a 
sorry set of imbeciles, Messrs. O. Smith ca W. L. Rede 
being the only two respectable male members of the company. 
The Dodds and Parkers will, we trust, be most carefully ex- 
cluded from the new concern, for never was there so sorry a 
duo, the former as a low comedian, and the latter as a_per- 
sonator of walking gentlemen, so termed though they have 
nothing of the gentleman about them. Mrs. Waylett will, we 
trust, make the house amusing, and the speculation will on 


set 
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| become lucrative. C hapman is to be her stage manager, though 


| we do not augur much from the appointment. He wants 
| Suavity of manners for the due performance of his duty behind 
| the curtain, and as to his singing or acting, Heaven defend us 
| from the infliction of either. On the management passing 
| from the hands of Mr. Rayner, he favoured the house with 
| the overflowings of his grateful bosom, in the shape of a speech 
| yammon. He declared his grati- 
| tude for Support and approbation of a concern which he is 
| quitting, because he cannot make it pay, and returned thanks 
on the part of all the performers, most of whom have been ac- 
customed to be hissed nearly every night of their appearing. 
He concluded by declaring that to the press he owes a dee) 
and lasting debt; but we hope for the sake of our contempo- 
raries, he does not mean this as an intimation that he has no 
intention of paying up what little arrears may be due for his 
advertisements. What other score he can owe to the press we 
cannot divine, unless it be the one to which we have alluded. 

The Queen’s and Surrey we shall speak of next week, both 
flourish under enlightened managements. We have also re- 
ceived a card for the City Vaudeville, which shall be also no- 
ticed in our next number. 


crammed with “the customary g 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
It will be seen the Editor of Figaro has taken an interest in the Commi, 
| Magazine, and having assumed the E ditorship takes the li! berty of recommend- 
ing that unique little work to his own friends and subscribers. He would not 
dare to presume on his own connection with it, to point it ont as worthy of 
| patronage, but the names of Peake and Poole stand deservedly high with the 

| public, and cther authors of equal eminence will soon be among the list o 
| contributors. 

Our first 24 numbers have been stitched into a haly-yearly part or volume, 
| and may be had for 2s. It will be found to furnish Squibs and C aricatures 
| on all the subjects of politic al interest that during the last eventful six mont): 
| have occupied the attention of the public. 

J.H.P. is informed that an index and title page to the l’igaro will be given 
annually. 


On the 3lst of May, will be publiche d | No. 3, price one shilling, of the 


COMIC MACAZINE, 


with 14 humerous engravings by Seymor, and containing articles by Poour, (¢/- 
author of Paul Pry ) Peake, (the famous dramatist,) and the Evitor OF Figaro 1s 
| Lonvon, &c. &c. 

N.bB. The tuture pumbers will be conducted by the editor of Figaro in London. 
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THE NEW PATENT BEAVE R HATS, 


FEXHESE Hats, being manufactured of the most choice 
materials, are more durabie, light. and lasting in their colour, than any hithert: 


invented; they are made waterproof, by a process of stiffening with elastic guins, befor 
they are dyed, and will be found the most elegant Beaver Hats that have ever been o/c: e4 
tothe Public. They are sanctioned by the King’s Royal Letters Patent, grant 
ROBERT FRANKS and Co. Manufacturers and Patentees, and Sold at 2ls.and 2's 
140, REGENT STREET, } 
62, RED CROKS STREET, J 
5, ST. ANDREW STREET, EDINBUKGH. 
SF RUE RICHELIEU, PARIS. 
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WYXETER-HALL EXHIBITION.—SPLEN DID 


% PAINTINGS by the ANCIENT MASTERS, illustrative of SACRED HIS 
TORY, from the Galleries of the King of Spain, ne Charles l., King James 1L., t! 
Rege nt of France, the Convent of Santa Clara, &c. 

‘This collection will doubtless warm the ae of the pious, and gratify the 
curiosity of the autiquary.’—Times. 

‘It brings into one point of view the most impressive works ef the ancient mas 
ters.’”’—Morniog Post. 

‘ A well-spent sbilling.”—Herald. 

‘‘It will afford a rich treat to the visitor.’’—Tatler. 

‘The whole well worth inspection.’’— Literary Gozette. 

‘* Almost all the pictures possess attractlons of son 1e kind, and the contemplation 
of such works cannot fail to augment the geveral taste.”—Examiner. 

© Carefully studied draperies, elaborately pa: itnian tad ads admirable for individus 
expression aud mastery of styte—and, above all, the intensity,of purpose maniiest! 
the work —are of the highest churacter.’’—Spectator. 

‘We can safely recommend a visit to the exhibition, which is by many degree 
the best of its kind now open.”’—Court Journal., 


Molineux, 13, Rolis Buildings, Fetter Lane. 
STRANGE 


21 PATERKNOSTER ROW. 


